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vanished among the trees. I was now resting
myself at the foot of one, and deeply engrossed
in the desultory wanderings of a beetle on the
ground, between iny feet. I am not conscious
how long a time I might have been thus amus-
ing myself, when I was roused by an indistinct
rustle close to me, and, on looking up, I saw
before me the lady-like figure. In the surprise
of the moment, I was possessed with a vague
consciousness of some former acquaintance, and
in the first impulse, my hand nearly reached
my hat, but, in doubt, I withheld it.
She, too, seemed to be in the like predica-
ment, bending slightly with the neck, and I
even fancied that her lips moved. The next
moment, she had passed on, and I became sen-
sible of the presence of " my little Frogmore
girl!"
Could I have the presumption to renew, at
this moment, such a brief and casual interview,
and so long ago, too ? What was I to do! Had
she given me a slight token of recognition, or
had she not?
At this moment, I am astonished at my de-
termination. In a desperate state of agitation,
yet without a chance of wavering, I now rose,
and walked along the avenue to overtake her,
as she was turning down another to the right.
On gaining the corner, I found her a few yards
in advance, seated on a bench with several